
He stood on the hilltop, the last Harlem Billy,
The frost on his whiskers was heavy and cold;

For Harlem he sighed, though its winds were so

chilly,
As he sadly remembered the good days of old.

Then a flat-house attracted his eye's sad devotion.
For it rose from the spot where he first saw the

light,
Where once, in the fire of his youthful emotion,
He ate up a cartload of cans in one night. I

"Sad is my fate!" said the heartbroken Billy;
"The torn cat and cur to a covert can flee,

But I have no refuge, was fired willy-nilly.
a. nome ana a country remain not to me.

Never again in the green sunny bowers
Where my forefathers lived up in Featherbed

lane,
Shall I chew circus posters through long, happy

hours;
Alas! the fond longing will ever be vain!

"Harlem, my country! though sad and forsaken,
In dreams I'll revisit thy hills and thy vales

When, alas! in a far, foreign land I awaken,
And sigh for a luncheon of ten-penny nails.

O cruel fate! wilt thou never replace me

On a nice rocky hill in the Harlem of yore,
Where villainous boys will have no chance to

rhflsp mp?.

I hear the response; it is 'No; nevermore!'

"Where is the shanty that stood by the wildwood ?
It is gone to make room for a twelve-story flat,

And so many changes have come since my childhood
That really now I don't know where I'm at.

Oh, my sad heart! long abandoned by pleasure,
Grieve for thy losses, for one and for all,

Tears, like the raindrops, may fall without measure,
But the Harlem of old they can pever recall.

"Yet, all its sad recollections repressing:,
One parting wish my fond heart now can give.

Harlem! an exile bequeathes thee his blessing!
Land of my forefathers.Goatville.long live!

Now must I hie me beyond Spuyten Duyvil,
Beyond the domain where the janitors dwell,

But roam "where I may, thou wilt not have a

rival.
Harlem! Dear Harlem! Sweet Harlem, farewell!"
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POTENTATE.Have you ordered the new warshins?
PRIME MINISTER.Yes, sire.
"Have you given directions to increase the size

of our standing army?"
"Yes, sire."
"Have you doubled our usual order for arms

and ammunition?"
"yes, sire."
"Have you hurled defiance at our enemies?"
"Yes, sire."
"Have you caused the publication of the rumor

that we are simDlv itchine: for a fieht. and don't

particularly mind who knocks the chip off our

shoulder?"
"Yes, sire."
"Then affix the stamp of our royal indorsement

to the plans of the Universal Peace Congress."

l?e U/as a Revolutionist.
DOLLY SWIFT.Has Mrs. Pufflngton anj

ground for claiming to be a Daughter of the Revolution?
SALLY GAY.Oh, yes. Her father used to run

a lucrrygyruiiuu.

l?f$ U/ord 1715 Boijd.
MAUD (regretfully).Yes, he proposed last night,

but I had to reject him.
CLARICE!.But you say you love him.

% MAUD.I do, aearly; but pa had disposed of me
to a Fr ;nch count, and he was never known to
fail in a business transaction, so what could I do?
H t commercial honor was at stake.

In his cheerless attic, lighted by straggling moonbeams,
a young man sat in solitude. With the gnawing despon-
dency of realized failure he gazed despairingly at a prominentobject upon the rickety little table before him. Ii
was a huge pile of world-worn manuscript/plentifully interspersedwith ominous little cards which in distressinglyformal language expressed regret for rejection
of contributions.
His was no unusual case. So common was

it, in fact, that the tale scarcely justifies , <df&L.
narration. /
Some time before, in his comfortable /

country home, he had become infect- / pp|lj|i|ed by that dread disease endemic in /
rural districts, the desire to move /
to a large city and therein com- / |§||||Ppel recognition of those talents / &
appreciation of which was im- / /SsL
possible in his limited sphere at j||a,home. He would sally forth. / /j||||The world must be his. Had / jhe not been born on a farm? ,|||®LHad he not contributed to ; Pgg||^the support of aged parents? ĵThat was enough to insure
success, and he knew it [
well, ase he had read many
bioerranhies of ereat mpn \ I
the one and only reason of \
whose success it was plainly \ W/^///'wffi /implied was that they had \ W///^Ispent their early life under \ v/^////////.A
just such conditions as those \ \ , \which had developed him. He \$:would take the world of litera- \
ture by assault. A new, bright x \
star would ascend to its heavens. \ \
He was well equipped for conquest. \[g||/
iiaan t ne read an original poem be- \ \ I |pJ[ I jfore the annual church festival? V W / /
Hadn't he furnished the country paper \j \ I
with local personals which showed mar- \' J
vellous style, piquancy and veracity? \ \Soit was that, confident of immediate
recognition, he journeyed to the great city. ^
How he wrote night and day! How proliflchis pen! How voluminous his contributions!
Alas! It was the same old story! How futile his »

pffnrts! **

And now, reduced to surroundings of misery and poverty

|g£l
^ . .

MIT I Iir'T'"'iIl I^

g MODERN FOSTEI
§|P^-

I

contemplating the beauties
of death and the inadequatecompensations for \\
existence, he sees that all \N
is in vain. ^
Often in the history of (

.>

the world has it been that
in lust such hopeless mo-

ments defeat has been )
changed to triumph, ster- ", e~

ility to fecundity. ^ \ \ \
Seizing pen and paper, /")

the young man in inspired
' "/

frenzy dashes off a product
ofhis brain.

____

/ W
To a newspaper office he / \ //§,.yfrushes. He is admitted. \ \ f^////' w(/W

Without hesitation his con- f ^ j^
triDution is accepted and ! / ^ < >

money, more than a liberal j
price, changes hands. At I I '//.V
last he has succeeded. ^f y/,
In the morning issue it

_ / ':''''1v
appears. What throbbing, I

_
I s

ecstatic, rapturous bliss it \ »* >. I /'jvjr_ff'LrteJr
must excite to see for the V /
flrst time a creation vt V /

____

your own before the public yj
eye, to find yourself pro- / .MC^^ft >*&i
claimed a successful au- /il- '#11
.

... ^ \ yL'"MHAkM
Me sees it in print, ana \ */ T^>r\

here it is: | '/
"WANTED.By a young * *'

; . ~s
j _,A__; I Vi//}//),/},.'\ tn/: I})h

man uj. jKvuu nauus, a situ- \ |ty////' if v'
ation; will take a rtytfti ng J/^///w///A V'////////
at alL" MRS MIILDOON-B« yez hur

#

Os\W^ ^ The proprietors of the m

of chicken soup were sitt:
The senior partner was r<

junior partner was busj
.

y^' W. ^ read letter after letter, v,

r * him by his typewriter,
the reply to be made
^ ^ *en£th rea(i

ftafiCk' J ^ X"?i

' fc-Vi ^
z2v \«a |

JBL
\MSX:/ ^ y got the

l|§* '

X have-"
-WX^o- Turnin

^̂ '\yy^ y member
"" .

-rO "Messrs. I

-<2^ "Dear Sirs.
e<3ding- j am gQing to ^ave a t oe* your favor of the

.^*noula a little girl like y° bones for sale. We
that when she married Y051

_
should imagine we had.

v
' ' ' "" " ' ^ >'

-V

:: :';

ir^\ \ I

I

? CATCHES THE EYE AND HOLDS IT, TOO.

TOO PREVIOUS.

"J
Aj l^pg-^
ted, Jtmmie ? MR. MULDOON.Tell ye?, in a minute

.

* -,3'C r- ;
.

rell-known Ne Plus Ultra brand The qi
Lng in their office one morning. tv

sading the newspaper and the "Shall
r with the correspondence. He si
rhich had been opened ready for "Who i

and in a few words indicated c<

to each. "Shall
one which seemed to require a b
i. xnen ne react it tne tnira &ucn c

which he said to his partner: a,
he funniest letter I've read in a "If the
ne." bi
senior partner laid down his
spaper and replied: You're
eaa it." u

he junior partner read as fol- -^nd ti
ows: sc

"Messrs. Pluck & Boyle: But w

"Dear Sirs.Will you be kind si

\ enough to' quote ui prices ob How e

\ wishbones in cases of 1,000 e:

\each? If you have not hith- Becaus
erto been able to dispose of Y>
your wishbones to advan- Desire
tage, it will pay you to Don't
enter into correspondence si
with us, as we have a large Not w

and increasing demand for 11

wishbones for decorative We'll c

I purposes. Yours truly, b

I PATSTE & PATNTE." Ana ig

/ "What do you think of tl
/ that?" asked the junior mem- We'll i

ber of the chicken soup firm. "w

"That's a good joke," replied F^01" t*11

he senior member. "Where are a:

iyste & Paynte located?" swa

. Louis." 111

1, you will simply have to reply You're

ou have no wishbones for sale,
: you can't imagine how they

^ me

idea into their heads that we ,.r, ..a'If the
o<

g to the typewriter the junior
dictated the following letter:
Jayste & Paynter, St. Louis:
We regret to have to reply to "You
6th inst. that we have no Wish- can cai

cannot understand how you "Ten
Wa never heard of wishbones "Neil

y.v

*

'"

, ; (
being found In veal carcassesbefore. Yours, etc.,

"PLUCK & BOYLE."
"I think that will settle with hi

them," remarked the junior jt auto
partner, as tne typewriter ^ ijea.
took down the notes. "Soni

t^hich
foew tl?<? prea^. "You

JENKS.No fool like an used tc
old fool. Now look at that night a

^ woman over there in that clock o

j/ freak bicycle rig. See her? mechai

WILKS.Yes, I see her. tained

JENKS.Well, aint she a tinned

sight? What a foq.1 her minute
husband must be to let her stayed
loose in such a costume! * "Tha
WILKS.I know he is. "What
JENKS.Know him, do "The

you? hymn t

WILKS.Oh, yes. I'm him. accoraj
and th

Non-<?ommittaI. steps d

MRS. BROWN.Have you
met Mrs. Smith, your next
door neighbor, yet? MRS.
MRS. JONES.Oh, yes, you?

indeed, often.
mxvo.

MRS. BROWN.What do world 1
you think of her? could t
MRS. JONES.You know

I never criticise my neighbors,and I would be the last
cu speaK in 01 any one, out 1

will go so far as to say that in the :

I am sorry for Mr. Smi.th fcYNI
i'

lestions are so sadly vexed that hinge on

'Oman's rights:
we in bloomers stride the bike, cast votes,
tay out o' nights?"
aVitall moafon nf fVin V*A"no <-V»A
jaawvxa WV xuu.tJ(.v.x UJL mv, iivUOC) H1C lau) Ul tuc

30k?"
we, for every little fault, by men be

rough t to book?"
luestions are debatable, but this you will
gree:
re were not a she on earth there would not
e a he!"

satisfied you know it all, complacent crealre,man! ,

lat -you shape our destinies to serve your
jvereign plan;
hile you're strong, we're stubborn.we're
lbtle If you're wise.
aslly we pull the wool o'er your discerning
res!
;e some of the more advanced their sex's
ays eschew,
to be in costume the duplicate of you,
fancy we're all anxious to renounce the
sirts and frills.
hile you can be relied on to defray the
lodiste's bills.
>rder, order, order, by the measure, by the
ale,
nore those vain objections so peculiar to
le male.
lever tell you flatly what we will or what
e wont,
ere are ways of doing things that seem to,
nd yet don't.
y your little sceptre, If you like, till judgientday,
welcome to imagine that sometimes you
ave your way!
luestions are debatable, but this, you will
gree:
re were hot a he on earth there would not
b a she!"

U/itl? a /r\u8oular Back.
wouldn't think it to look at him, but he

rry a tune with the best of them."
or or basso?"
Lher. He's an organ grinder."

..V.

? '*;

m
flail
~vniii. 1

^ f

!" muttered Smith, as he stood by the bar
Istfriend Brown listening to a music box as

matically grohnd out yarious tunes, "I like
these durn things, don't you?"

etimep, but I remember one the sound of
I never looked forward to," Brown replied,
see:" he icontlnued. "it was this way: I
have a girl upon whom I called, and every

it 10 o'clock, just as the hands of a big, old
n the mantelpiece indicated that hour, the
lism of the article set off a music box conwithinand started up a tune which contoresound through the room for several
s. Plow long I couldn't state, as I never

long enough to see It through."
t's very interesting," remarked Smith
was the tune?"
tune " snifl Rrnwr "was that e-nnnrT /->!,!

sn titled 'Are You Going Hoihe To-night?
>anied by the ominous rattle of a dog chain
e departure-inciting sound of heavy footf-scendingto tb$ parlor."

jfl U/omaij's U/isl?.
'DORCAS.You do love that cat, don't

COBWIGGER.Yes, indeed. She's all the
:o me. I often wish I was rich, so that 1
>uy panary birds for her.

tyou/ It l^app^d.
EtlCUS.How was it he lost ro much money
3cheme if the thing didn't go up?
5CITS.It was a flying machine.


